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1 locke vp your rcftrainc. For you Pefihumui, 

So toone as I can win th’offcnded King, 

1 will be knowne your Aduocate: marry yet 
The fire of Rage is in him, and ’twerc good 
i ou lean d vnto his Sentence, with vvhat patience 
\ Your wife dome may informe you. 

| Pofi. ’Pleafe your Highneflc,! 

11 Will from hence to day. 

You know thepcrill: 

! lie fetch aturne abouc.the Garden, pirtying 
The pangs of barr’d Affe&ions, though the King 
Hath charg’d you fhould not fpeake together. Exit 
Imo. O diflcnibling Curtefie! How fine this Tyrant 
Can tickle where fhe wounds ? My deerefi Husband, 

I fomething feare my Fathers wrath, but nothing 
(Alwayes referu’d my holy duty) what- 
His rage can do oiim«. You muff be gone, 

And Khali heere abide the hourely fhot 
Ofangry eyes: not comforted toliue. 

But that there is this Iewell in the world. 

That I may fee againe. 

Pofi. My Queene, my Miftris: 

O Lady, weepe no more, lcaft I giue caufe 
Tobe fufpefted of more tenderneffe 
Then doth become a man, Iwillremaine 
The loyall’ft husband, that did ere plight troth. 

My refidencc in Rome, at one Ft'one's. 

Who, to my Father was a Friend, to me 
Knowne but by Letter; thither write (my Queene) 

And with mine eyes, I tc dr inke the words you fend. 
Though Inke be made of Gall. 

Enter Queene* • I 

jQu. Be briefe, I pray you s 
If the King come, I (hall incurrc, I know not 
How much of his difpleafure : yetllcmouehim" 

To walke this way : I neuer do him wrong, 

But he do’s buy my Injuries, to be Friends : 

Payes decre for my offences. 

Pofi , Should we be taking leaue 
As long a terme as yet we haue to liue. 

The loathneflc to depart,would grow: Adieu. 

Imo. Nay,flay a little : 

Were you but riding forth to ayre your felfe. 

Such parting were too petty. • Looke hecrc (Loue) 

This Diamond was my Mothers; take it (Heart) 

But keepe it till you woo another Wife, 

When Imogen is dead. 

Pofi . How,how?Another? 

You gentle Gods,giue me but this I haue. 

And feare vp my embraccmencs from a next. 

With bonds of death. Remaine,remsine thou hecrc, 
While fenfe can keepe ic on: And fweeteft, faireft. 

As I (my poore felfe) did exchange for you 
To your fo infinite Ioffe; fo in our trifles 
I ftill winne of you. For my fake wearc this. 

It is a Manacle of Loue, lie placeit 
Vpon this fayreft Prifoner, 

Imo. O the Gods \ 

When fliail we fee asaine ? 

Enter Cymbeline^ar.d Lords. 

Pofi. Alacke, the King. 

_ r Q m ' yhou bafeft thing, atioyd hence.from my fight: 

If after this commend thou fraught the Court 
With thy vnworthineffe, thou dyeft. Away, 

Thou’rt poyfon to my blood. 

Pofi, The Gods procedi y OU; 
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And bleffc the good Rcmabdcr7oftheC ollrf 
lam gone. urt: 

If»». There cannotbe a pinch in death 1 

More fiharpe then this is. 

Cjm. O difloyall thing. 

That fhould’ft repayre my youth, thottheao’ft 
Ayearesageonmee. 

Imo. I befecch you Sir,i 
Harme not your felfe with your vexktion 
I am fcnfeleffe of your Wrath j a Touch . 

Subdues all pangs,all feares. rare 

Cym. Paft Grace i Obedience? 

Imo. Part ho P e,and in difpaire,that way pa f} r, 
Cym. That might’ft haue bad XP «Grac< 
The foie Sonne of my Queene. 

a j”'? *. ° b,c f cd > that 1 mi ghc not: I chofc anF, t 
And did auoyd a Potrocke. an 

Cym. Thou took’ft a Begger,would’ft hauettud- 
Throne, a Seate forbafeneffe. “'waden 

Imo. No, I rather added a luflre to it. 

Cym. O thou vilde one! 

Imo. Sir, 

It is your fault that I hauelou’d Pofihumw ; 

You bred him as my Play-fellow, and he is 
A man, worth any woman: Ouer-buycs mee 
Almoft the fumme he payes. 

Cym. What? artthoumad ? 

Imo. Almoft Sir: Heauenreftorem*; would Iwf 
A Neat-heards Daughter, and my Leonattu r< 

Our Ncighbour-Shepheards Sonne. 

Enter Queene. 

Cym. Thoufoolifhthing; 

They were againe together: you haue done 
Not after our command. Away with her. 

And pen her vp. 

Befeech your patience : Peace 
Deere Lady daughter, peace. Sweet Soueraisne 
Leaue vs to our felues,and make your felffomecomfon 
Out ofyour beft aduice. 

Cym. Nay,let her langjiiifh 
A drop of blood a day, and being aged 
Dye of this Folly. ° g xiu 

Enter Pifatiio. 

Qu* We, you muftgiuc way : 

Heere is yourSeruant. How now Sir ? What newes ? 
'Ptfa. My Lord your Sonne, drew on my MaRer. 
Qu. Hah? 

No harme I truft is done? 

Pi/*- There might haue beene, 

But that my Maftcr rather plaid, then fought, 

And had no helpe of Anger: they were parted 

By Gentlemen, at hand. 

J0>u. I am very glad on’t. 

Imo. Your Son’s my Fathers friend, he takeshispart 
To draw vpon an Exile. O braue Sir, 

I would they were in Affricke both together. 

My felfe by with a Needle, that I might pricke 
The goer backe, W hy came you from your Matter? 

Pifit. On his command: he would not fuffermce 
To bring him totheHauen: left thefe Notes 
Of what commands I fhould be fubiect too, 

When’t pleas’d you to employ me. 
fib*. This hath beene 

Your faithful! Seruant: I dare lay mine Honour 
He will remainefo. 

Pi/*. I humbly thankeyour Highneflc. 

_ Q»; 


Qu, Pray walke a-while. 

Imo. About fomchalfehoure hence, 

pray you fpeake with me*, 

You (hall (at leaft)go fee t 
For this time leaue me. 
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: my Lord aboord. 


Exeunt. 


Seem Tertia. 


Enter Clotten,andtwo Lords . 

X, Sir, F would aduife you to fhift a Shirt; the Vio¬ 
lence of A6lion bath made you reck as a Sacrifice: where 
ayre comes out, ayre comes in: There’s none abroad fo 
yvholefotnc as that you vent. 

Qot. If my Shirt were bloody, then to fhift it. 

Haue I hurt him? 

2 No faith : not fo much as his patience. 

1 Hurt him ? His bodie’s a paffableCarkaffesfhebee 
not hurt. It is a through-fare torSceele if it be not hurt. 

4 His Steele was in debt, it went o’ch’3acke-fide the 
fowne. 

Clot. The Villaine would not ftand me. 
a No,but he fled forward ftill, toward your face, 
x Stand you ?you haue Land enough of your owiie: 
gut he added to your liauing, gaue you fome ground. 

2 As many Inches,as you haue 6ceans(Puppies.) 
Clot. I would they bad not come bctweenc vs. 

2 So would I, till you had meafuc’d how long a Foole 

you were vpon the ground. 

Clot. And that fhee fhould loue this Fellow, and rc- 
fufemee. 

a If it be a fin to make a true e!e£lion,!fhe is damn’di 

1 Sir,as I told you alwayes: her Beauty & her Braine 
jo not together. Shee’s a good figne, but I haue feene 
mall reflexion of her wit. 

a She fhines not vpon Fooles, lcaft the reflexion 
Should hurt her. 

Clot. Come, lie to my Chamber : would there had 
?eene fome hurt done. 

2 IwifhnoifojVnleffeithadbinthe.fallof an Affe, 
which is no great hurt. 

Clot. You’lgowithvs? 

I lie attend your Lordfhip. 

Clot. Nay come, let’s go together, 
a Weil my Lord. Sxemt. 


Scena Quarta . 


Enter Imogen,andPifanio. 

Imo ,I would thou grew’ft vnto the fhores o’th’Kauen, 
And qucftioned’ft euery Satie: if he fhould write, 

And I not haue it, ’twerc a Paper loft 
offer’d mercy is: What was the Iaft 
hat he fpakc to thee? 

Pifit. It was bis Queene, bis Queene. 

Imo. Thcnwau’d msHandkerchiefe? 

Pifit. And kift it. Madam. 

Imo. Scnfelcffc Linnen,happier therein then I: 

And that was all? 

Pifia. No Madam: for fo long 


As he could make me with his eye, or eare, 

Diftinguifb him from others, he did keepe 
The Decke, with Gloue,or Hat,or Handkerchife, 

Still wauing, as the fits and ftirres of’s mind 
Could beft expreffe how flow his Soule fayl’d on, ; 

How fwife his Ship. 

Imo. Thou fhould’ft haue made biro, 

As little as a Crow, or leffc, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Pifit. Madam,fo I did. 

Imo. I would haue broke mine cye-ftvings; 
Crack’d.them,but to looke vpon him,tili the diminution 
Of fpace, had pointed him fharpe as my Needle : 

Nay, followed him, till he had melted from 
The fmalncffe of a Gnat, to ayre : and then 
Haue turn’d mine eye,and wepr. But good Pifitmoj 
When fhall weheare from him. 

Pifit. Be affur’d Madam, 

With his next vantage, 

Imo. 1 did not take my leaue ofhim,but had 
Mofl pretty tilings to fay : Ere I could tell him 
Howl would thinke on him at certaine houres. 

Such thoughts, and fuch: Or I could makehim fweare. 
The Shees of Italy fhould nor betray 
Mine Intereft, and his Honour: or haue charg’d him 
At the fixt houre of Morne, at Noonc, at Midnight, 
T’encountermc with Orifons, for then 
I am in Heaucn for him: Or ere I could, 

Giue him that parting kiffe, which I had fet 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my Father, 

And like the Tyrannous breathing of the North, 

Shakes all our buddes from growing. 

Enter a Lady - 

La. The Queene (Madam) 

Defiresyour Highneflc Company. 

Imo. Thofe things I bid you do, ; gct them difpatch’d, 
I will attend the Queene. 

Pifit. Madam,! fhall. Exeunt. 


Scena Quinta . 


Enter Philario , lacbrmo ; a Frenchman ,<* Dutch¬ 
man,and a Spaniard. 

Iach. Beleeue it Sir, I haue feene him in Britaine; hee 
was then of a Creffent note, experfted to proue fo woor- 
thy, as fince he hath beene allowed the name of. But I 
could then haue look’d on him, without the help of Ad¬ 
miration, though the Catalogue of his endowments had 
bin tabled byhisfide,andItoperufehimby Items. 

Phil. You fpeake ofhim when he was leffe furnifh’d, 
then now hee is, with that which makes him both with¬ 
out, and within. 

French. I haue feene him in France: wee had very ma¬ 
ny there, could behold the Sunne, with as firme eyes as 
hee. 

Iach. This matter of marrying his Kings Daughter, 
wherein he muft be weighed rather by her Valew, then 
his ownc, words him (I doubt not)a great deale from the 
matter. 

Trench. And then his banifhmenc. 

Iach. I, and the approbation of thofe that weepe this 
lamentable diuoree vnder her colours, are wonderfully 
to 





































































































